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certainly be two hours late you cannot chance it. So you will
have to stand from four in the morning till six on the street,
waiting. And you will not really have had more than fifty
minutes' sleep. Because, by the time you have roused some-
one in the hotel to show you rooms, and had a bath and
undressed and lost your collar-stud or whatever it is that
you lose, it will be two o'clock. And by the time you get
to sleep, vexed as you are and in a strange bed, it will be
two forty-five. And you cannot allow less than half an hour
for dressing and having your bath and shaving and finding
your collar-stud—or whatever it is that you lose. So you
will have to get up at half-past three so as to be in time to
wait those two hours on the side-walk with your valises all
round you . . . and, of course, without breakfast. And with
no prospect of getting anything to eat all day.
Of course, Lexington being a beauty-spot, you might
decide to spend a whole twenty-four hours there. That will
mean that after drinking twenty odd cokes you will catch
the twelve-one bus . . . and spend the night in it. ...
Or, if you like to, sit up till four and wait two hours on the
side-walk for the four-six bus—having drunk sixty coca colas.
For Lexington, being a beauty-spot, likes to have its beauty
sleep and after nine o'clock there is nothing else to do there
but drink coke. . . .
I had a simple northern friend who had occasion to spend
a night in a fashionable resort in Virginia. He had an
acquaintance there. So he was glad when the acquaintance
suggested that they make a night of it. My friend has, like
all of us, heard of Virginia nights—of the gleam of the white
shoulders of lovely F.F.V.'s reflected in the tall, candle-lit
mirrors, and the mournful and handsome descendants of
the Fairfaxes and Lees and Colquhouns—I beg pardon,
Cohoons—in their blue swallow-tails with silver buttons
leaning chivalrously over chair-backs. And the grey-pated
negroes playing their fiddles and the clitter-clatter of
Jewelled necklaces and seal-fobs. . * . And all that.
So his friend came to the hotel after he had dined alone
in a room built to hold ninety tables, And they issued out
into the pitch-black streets,

